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Schilkt as men of majestic mien, and Molfke we knew in the
flesh: shrivelled, insignificant, unassuming and taciturn*
Delbrflck hud already passed his eightieth birthday but was
still fresh and alert. At u casual glance he might almost have
been mistaken for Molike, so reminiscent were his features of
those of the planner and controller of battles. His clean-
shaven face resembled parchment. His light' eyes were sharp
and piercing, There was something about him at once
searching and quietly observant, something of the scholar,
Lenbach had painted him, and this portrait too bore a re-
sembknce to the world-fatuous protrait of Moltke by the
same artist, in manner and features they were of an old
Prussian type. Even the stick he uKvays carried looked like
an heirloom from the Prussia of long ago. We seem to have
seen it in many of the paintings of Meir/el. It was the ctooked
stick of the great Frederick, a replica of which, mounted in
silver, belonged to the aged Prussian Minister of State. Nor
would it have been hard to imagine Delhi-tick's goblin-like
figure in a scene at Sans So&ci with Frederick the Great as the
centre. Here on the Semmering he was always with his wife,
almost a head taller than her husband, whose slioit stature was
further diminished by the stoop of age. He looked thirty
years older, and yet brighter than this rather stiff and precise
lady, who at that time was given to dipping into Sabatier's
Life of Saint Francis of Assist, while her husband, who read
without spectacles, buried himself in the newspapers in the
open air. These were still full of dates, reminiscences and
anecdotes connected with the great man who had just died*
He did not feel called upon to judge too severely the matter
printed in the Press, He had his own thoughts and memories,
which sometimes differed from those of liis colleague and
chief—and at this time Thoughts and Memrks had not yet
appeared, nor the reminiscences retailed in the last jrears of
Bismarck's life to his visitors, Bismarck's communications
to friends and publicists, he frequently found, as he told me
at the time> lacking in historical precision, and marked
by highly subjective interpretation on the part of the great
man, who on occasion did violence even to the truth, and ia
whom the personal element at times outweighed the actual to
such a degree that his story appeared more arresting than the
real facts*

